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Summary 


This book was basically written on the 
mobile phone, with some editing on the 
desktop computer. 


I didn't hear their voices, but I felt that 
this is what the angels said I should do. 
They said I should write my story and my 
Opinions, and I wanted to expose evil and 
maybe help someone. 


This is not exactly my biography, it's more 
like my hagiography, cos I deserve justice 
to my life story. Anyway, I'm getting holy 
but I don't mean to lie, I'm as honest as I 
can be, without getting anybody arrested 
explicitly. 


My life is about drugs, sexual immorality, 
Crime, and punishment. I even did 
prostitution and shoplifting. I was also 
homeless a lot, I slept in parks and lived 
in squats. But I worked hard also. In 
between homelessnesses, I have done pub 
work, Lots of cleaning work, warehouse 
work, shop work, some call centre work, and 
Internet café work. 


For a long time I didn't believe in God, 
but now life's very different. God has 
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always been around, of course, but I 
ignored him completely for many long years. 
My mother never spoke about Jesus or Mary, 
although she would send me to bed with a 
“Sleep with God” gesture at night. Then I 
grew up, did drugs, got demonised, 
suffered, and eventually learned to love 
and respect God. 


My life starts in 1983, in Brazil. My 
mother was poor, but her parents were rich. 
My father left us when I was a baby or 
earlier. She was mentally disturbed and he 
was alcoholic. There is an older brother 
who I always disagreed with on pretty much 
everything. 


In school, I hated it. I was a child 
genius, scored high on intelligence tests 
and got labelled gifted or whatever, but 
didn't want to be there cos it was too 
repetitive or tedious. And the other kids 
teased me cos I was small and I had a brown 
front tooth that I got from a fall that 
damaged it, they called me “Rotten Tooth”. 
Later I decided to let my hair grow and 
many people called me gay. 


Then I managed to pass a university 
entrance test, which in Brazil is a 
competition mostly based on who can 
memorise the most names and numbers, and I 
studied Computer Science for one semester 


then quit, cos I had no money for the 
course and I didn't own a computer. And off 
I went, to the UK, where I would spend the 
next six and a half years. 


I had been a vegan in Brazil for about five 
years, and I continued on for about four 
more in the UK. When I was 13 I cut out all 
animal products and earned my first 
psychiatric diagnosis because my behaviour 
was considered “extreme”. In the UK I hoped 
for a better life with freedom to be “gay” 
and “vegan” and to some extent, I got that. 


But I couldn't get a job where I could use 
all my abilities, mainly menial jobs, and I 
got disappointed quickly. I could not 
easily go to study either cos the UK didn't 
recognise Brazil's secondary education so 
I'd have to repeat some of it, and that 
would be more time and money. 


Then came the squats. And also my first 
sexual relationship with a man, who I 
shared a room with for some time. I never 
made any advances to any man in the UK, but 
at the time I had interest in that, and he 
initiated it. 


I decided to be gay at about 13, when I 
watched a Brazilian soap opera with a short 
gay character storyline, he was bullied a 
lot and so was I, and we seemed the same 


kind of people. Never mind that until 
recently I had been watching Playboy shows 
on the telly late at night and wanking to 
that. I lost interest in women and then 
decided to claim I had always been gay, as 
it's usually done. Then came infatuations 
with other boys in school, but nothing ever 
happened. 


In the UK I could be out and about without 
much trouble, but then I had no house, 
which was the biggest problem. Rent is too 
expensive, which means I was always 
struggling. 


Then one day I realised people could do 
some stuff that I couldn't, apparently many 
people can imagine stuff inside their head, 
they can “visualise” but I couldn't. So I 
went to read about imagination, dreams, 
this thing they call “consciousness” and 
eventually “psychedelic” drugs and also 
religion. 


That's where it started to go off. I first 
took magic mushrooms, and I kind of liked 
the experience, but it didn't fix my 
problem. I never saw anything or have a 
“hallucination”. 


A few years later I found an online cult 
called “actualism” or “actual freedom” from 
a man in Australia that talked about some 


magical experiences that I had, so I got 
hooked completely. Most of them do drugs to 
encourage such experiences, and I learned 
from them that MDMA would be great for 
that, and that was my error. 


After I did MDMA, somehow I lost control of 
my life, got locked up and diagnosed with a 
psychotic condition for the first time. 
Years later, I learned about the way drugs 
open us for demons to enter, and I believe 
that's what really happened. 
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Introduction 


This book isn't about porn itself, it's 
about the porn in my life and about the 
consequences of living a porn-inspired 
Life. When I was young I thought of being a 
model and also dreamed of creating porn 
anime. I was good looking and androgynous 
cos I had long hair and used to shave, but 
I never looked for an agency and I'm glad 
now that God spared me from that lifestyle. 
Eventually I became a rent boy though, and 
that got me into darker stuff. 


This, is how it starts. We're told 
masturbation is natural and harmless, and 
we're told sex is primarily for pleasure 
and that any form of sexual pleasure is 
“valid” and equal to the others, cos “love 
is love”, including “self-love”. 


By the time we fall for this scam of Lust 
Equals Love, we end up believing that 
pleasure is so important above all things 
that the logical conclusion is drugs. Yes, 
cos when we realise that an orgasm isn't 
cutting it, we go for the next best 
pleasure thing. That's MDMA for some, but 
for others it could be a xanny. I don't 
care that they classify Xanax as a 
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tranquilliser, some people enjoy being 
calmed down, and that's their pleasure. 
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Part 1 - My Basic 
Beliefs 


13 
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Chapter 1: The Deception 


It begins with Adam and Eve, and stuff. But 
that was a long time ago, and now we think 
we are much better than that. We now have 
universities and psychologists and we think 
we have never really sinned, or act like 
it. We don't think we have any 
responsibility for our actions, it's all 
God's fault for giving us a faulty brain at 
best, or a faulty soul at worst. 


So Satan cheated Adam and Eve out of their 
wits in the garden, but now we think that 
can't happen cos we Live in cities, 
basically. Cos there's still people who 
believe the Bible is real, but they also 
think mental illness is real, even though 
God never said anything about it in that 
book. And now they'll tell us that demons 
don't really possess us, it's alla 
chemical imbalance, cos doctors say so, and 
apparently God created doctors. 


Whatever the church used to say, now 
they're saying the opposite. I Like it that 
at least we can exclude the gays from the 
story of Adam and Eve, otherwise we would 
be celebrating idolatry. I mean, right now 
we are celebrating sexual sin, but if it 
was really Adam and Steve, we would have 
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ended up needing doctors exclusively to 
reproduce, and then we'd worship doctors 
maybe a little more than we do today. 
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Chapter 2: Escapism 


Now we wanna lick the sugar and taste the 
powder of the sweetness of the world, but 
we don't wanna get fat, so we take 
sweeteners instead, even though those drugs 
only give us the illusion of sweetness plus 
side effects. 


Yes, they make us sick, and we don't care 
if they make us fat because we're told that 
the opposite is a fact of scientific 
research, and we'd rather believe we can 
escape our fate of death if we pursue 
pleasure more than health. 
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Chapter 3: Perfectionism 


And then we blame those who want to be 
perfect for caring about perfection. We're 
told we have to make the best of the worst, 
and shut up about the problems in our lives 
that the scientists just can't handle 
properly. 


The end of the line is before it even 
starts. 
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Chapter 4: The Truth 


God is the Truth. Only God has all the 
truths of everything that has ever 
happened. He doesn't deal with facts, 
that's for the newspapers, the courts and 
the scientists. 


God knows everything we did and didn't do. 
He knows if we're innocent or guilty, 
regardless of what everyone else thinks or 
knows or believes that they know. 
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Chapter 5: The Facts 


The facts are usually what gets recorded 
and spread around, and they are not fixed 
like people liked to claim either. 


When something happens, only what everyone 
agrees upon is really a fact. If John kills 
Mary, and then commits suicide on a far 
away Location, it might turn out that in 
fact Peter was responsible, if the court 
says so. Peter knows he's innocent, but 
there was Mary's blood in his bathtub, and 
we know John would never do that, he was 
such a good bloke, the only problem was his 
mental illness which gave him low self- 
esteem and made him sad all the time. 


Until he started using his new medication, 
which unfortunately didn't work and he 
decided to take his life. I don't want to 
bother with the details of how Mary's blood 
got into Peter's bathroom, but we could say 
he was good mates with John and that he had 
a spare key. Then all that is left is God's 
truths. I mean, we don't have human truths 
anymore, we only have human facts, and they 
are Largely made up. Only God knows that 
this isn't really true, that Peter didn't 
kill Mary. 
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Now when it comes to science it's no 
different, but we like to think it is. We 
like to think that today's science is not 
pseudoscience, and vice versa, even though 
if we look at history it mostly is. 
Yesterday's Albert Einstein is tomorrow's 
Nikola Tesla. I'm reversing the order, 
because when Tesla was around, he was a lot 
more respected than today. Until they both 
get completely forgotten. When we can prove 
that we never believed in Einstein’s 
theories anyway, or Tesla's discoveries. It 
doesn't really take long for this to 
happen. 


I remember when Adolf Hitler was an avid 
Christian, at least he said so in My 
Struggle. I only read bits of the book, but 
the point is, no one wants to be associated 
with him now, so we can't have him 
associated with anyone. Never mind that 
basically the whole of Germany was 
Christian at the time he was in power and 
everyone obeyed him. 


Anyway, I don't care about the news as much 
as I care about the side effects of that 
sort of metaphorical drug that humans feel 
they need. It's always distorted anyway, 
but of course, fake news is great, cos then 
we know where to look for the truth, cos 
it's often real news which is called fake 
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news, only with a spin to make it look 
absurd and impossible. 


If I must give an example of an instance 
where saying something is fake news is 
itself fake news, Let's look at vaccines, 
all of them. Not just the Latest ones, 
there are some older ones which use aborted 
babies in obtaining them as well, but many 
fact checking websites will tell us that 
“it's not true that there are foetal cells 
in vaccines”, as if that was the issue, cos 
the fact is, and that is well recorded, 
they do use murdered babies to make them, 
and just because maybe there's no dead baby 
left in them doesn't make it any better. 
But then there'd be less support for 
vaccines, if any, if they were open about 
all the atrocities done in the name of 
medicine, of which vaccines are only some. 


But whatever else has to be said about 
this, I'm not gonna be the one to Say it, 
as I'm not an “expert”, I've got no 
university degree, and credentialism is not 
part of my name. 
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Chapter 6: Sex 


Sex isn't fun, sex is a chore. But some 
people Like working out, apparently, even 
if that's tiresome. But if sex is all about 
rubbing body parts together with no regards 
to intimacy, there isn't that much 
difference to wanking. And it's not worth 
faking affection just to get some. And 
wanking is free, but not without its 
consequences. 


We all need sex to some extent or else we'd 
vanish, but we don't all have to do it 
individually. We can have someone else do 
it for us, if we can't fulfil that role and 
if God has a different role for us. Please, 
I'm not talking about surrogacy here, I'm 
talking about... 


Society? Not really, but maybe? I mean, we 
need a good society with good humans and 
good cats. We need humans to care for the 
cats, or else probably they'd die off also. 


But we are here for a reason, we are not 

here just to reproduce either. We need to 
find our purpose, and we need to ask God 

for help figuring everything out. 
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Chapter 7: Education 


We do need no education. Meaning, we need 
to get rid of it. Just singing that Pink 
Floyd song won't do it, we need to get rid 
of it. We need to have no education if that 
means disobeying God. It's no good 
replacing one education with another, if 
it's worldly wisdom, that's foolish in 
God's eyes. 


Real wisdom is what's important, and we 
don't learn that through brainwashing, as 
it's typically done. Real wisdom comes from 
the love of God, not from knowledge, nor 
does it come from intelligence. IQ and EQ 
tests measure whatever the world deems 
valuable only. But God's love can't be 
measured. 
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Chapter 8: Family 


The family unit is still important, even 
though the word “family” doesn't mean very 
much anymore other than whatever the 
dictionary or the government says it means. 


We need a mother and a father, that's a 
given, but now with “same-sex marriage” 
being considered real, anyone can call 
themselves a family to the detriment of 
their often stolen children. People are now 
legally allowed to lie on birth 
certificates in many ways, they can put two 
dads or two mums there, and in some cases 
they will lie about the sex at birth, of 
themselves or their own children. 


I don't wanna be part of the “solution” of 
the 

LGBTABCDEFGHI JKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ1234567890 
community, which is Pride. That's what got 
us where we are today, and it's not gonna 
get us out of our mess. 


Pride is destroying our families and 
replacing them with counterfeits. I'm not 
sorry that I'm saying this. I'm sorry that 
I have to say this, and that no one can say 
this without getting into trouble these 
days. 
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Pride comes from Satan, who was the 
Original fallen angel, the proudest of all. 
We should not be emulating Satan if we are 
to expect anything good in our families. I 
don't like Satan, so I don't like Pride. 


And before anyone tries to silence me, they 
should go read about religious freedom, I'm 
still allowed to have an opinion, and I'm 
not inciting violence in any way, I am 
merely showing my disapproval of something 
that doesn't work and goes against God. 
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Chapter 9: Religion 


I am NOT a Christian. I do not have a 
particular religion, but I believe in God 
with all my heart, so I like to call myself 
a believer. 


God doesn't ask our religious affiliation 
when we speak to him, and he doesn't demand 
tithing to a specific church, although I 
think it makes sense to help a church that 
we go to frequently. 


I refuse to call myself a Christian because 
anyone can do that, without obeying Jesus 
Christ. Some people think all it takes to 
go to heaven is to say to themselves or to 
others that they're a Christian. I prefer 
to obey Jesus than to believe in Jesus. I 
do believe him, but I don't think that's 
enough. 


Here's my favourite quote from the New 
Testament: 


Matthew 7:21-23 

King James Version 

21 Not every one that saith unto me, Lord, 
Lord, shall enter into the kingdom of 
heaven; but he that doeth the will of my 
Father which is in heaven. 
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22 Many will say to me in that day, Lord, 
Lord, have we not prophesied in thy name? 
and in thy name have cast out devils? and 
in thy name done many wonderful works? 

23 And then will I profess unto them, I 
never knew you: depart from me, ye that 
work iniquity. 


I also don't believe Jesus Christ is God 
Almighty, cos he prayed to God, his father, 
not to himself. Yes, I have read the whole 
New Testament and I found no convincing 
argument that he is the same Lord of the 
Old Testament. The Lord God of the Old 
Testament is vengeful and jealous, while 
the Lord Jesus Christ of the New Testament 
is meek and humble. Clearly two different 
people. 


And I say people, but I don't think God is 
a person either, and in that sense I agree 
a lot with the Muslims and the Jews. 


I like Christian writing, but I don't call 


myseLf a Christian, unless it is absolutely 
necessary for others, not for me. 
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Chapter 10: Death 


We don't die every day, but we die more 
than once. First we stop sinning, and we 
die and get reborn spiritually, but we will 
still have to die physically later to go to 
heaven. This spiritual rebirth is not 
always obvious, it seems more metaphorical 
than spiritual because there may not be an 
obvious experience if it happens, and I say 
if, cos I think unfortunately it happens 
less than many people believe, and I think 
that many people are fooling themselves. 
Sorry if that offends someone, but I think 
the doctrine of the Fewness of the Saved is 
true. 


I think I'm not speculating too much, but 
at the same time this is not for me to 
prove to anyone, this is something between 
the person and God Almighty. If they think 
they can rob a bank after having been 
“saved” and still go to heaven, like some 
famous evangelist that I don't recall the 
name of said, well, I don't think so, 
fullstop. Many Christians are pretty much 
proud to be sinners and use that as an 
excuse. 


Enough. 
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This is the end of Part i, on my basic 
beliefs. 
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Part 2 - My Basic Life 
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Chapter 1: Childhood 


I was born in Goiania, Goias, Brazil. My 
Brazilian birth certificate says Guilherme 
Fernandez Quintian Maciel, but my Spanish 
birth certificate says Guilherme Fernandez 
Maciel. They have different naming systems, 
I'm not making anything up. 


I was born on 2 September 1983, my mother's 
name's Angela Maria, though for a long time 
I thought it was Angela, and my father's 
name's Henrique. My sibling's name’s Thiago 
Henrique, and he was born a year before. 


I had a difficult childhood, with various 
types of abuse coming from all sides, but 
largely from my mother, and I had no one to 
protect me. 


I don't have many clear memories of 
childhood, and there's some stuff I only 
learned about in adulthood, so I'll go by 
what I remember first, and add what I 
discovered later as necessary. 


One of my earliest memories is of being 
naked in a cot. I might have been 3. I had 
decided to take my clothes off for leisure 
and went to sleep. The next day I was 
warned by an aunt that this is wrong. She 
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didn't even live there and it was 
embarrassing to know that mother had told 
her. 


Another early memory was one around Easter 
as a small child. I might have been 4. I 
decided I had to go look for Easter eggs 
but I think my sibling didn't agree, but I 
went Looking and eventually found them all 
in some boxes, I think. That's one of the 
oldest happy memories I still have. 


Then comes one of my earliest violent 
memories. I might have been 5. I broke a 
drinking glass, and mother knew I had done 
it, and she came to me with her leather 
belt and asked me if I had done it. I 
thought if I said “yes” she would beat me, 
so I said “no”, then she went ahead and 
beat me cos I had told a lie to her. 


Then when I was about 7, I had one of my 
worst experiences that I remember very 
clearly. I had missed school for some 
reason, and I was alone at the house, and I 
took all my clothes off for leisure. I 
wasn't wanking, but I enjoyed being naked, 
and I did have a hard-on, then mother 
arrived and saw me like that. I was so 
ashamed that for many days I wished for her 
death so that she wouldn't tell anyone. A 
couple of days later she had a conversation 
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with me explaining that sex was normal, but 
that didn't help at all. 


I also remember looking at father's Playboy 
magazines at his house one day when 
visiting him. I really liked them and I 
kissed one of the photos and another small 
boy who was there saw me doing that and 
later confronted me about it. I might have 
been 5 at the time. 


I hardly saw my father and my mother was 
violent. She didn't beat me every day but 
the threat was enough. She had us do chores 
regularly, or else. She hardly ever gave us 
money. We didn't have much in terms of 
clothes and shoes, but we had good food. 


Mother was a student when she had us. 
Father was a sculptor, still is. Then 
mother graduated as a journalist and 
photographer. Eventually she did have 
money, but many debts, then at some point 
she retired with a diagnosis of mental 
illness. 


Mother was in and out of psychiatric 
hospitals many times, and almost always 
dependent on drugs, especially 
tranquillisers. When I was about 12, once 
we had an argument at the mall, and when we 
got home I was crying a lot and she tried 
to have me swallow a tablet. 
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Chapter 2: Adolescence 


When I was 13, I cut out all the animal 
products from my life that I could, which 
is called being a vegan, and she took me to 
the psychiatrist and I got diagnosed with 
obsessive-compulsive disorder, cos my 
behaviour was “extreme”. I got prescribed 
carbamazepine but I refused to take it. 


Lots of things happened around age 13. I 
became vegan, got diagnosed as OCD, did a 
neuropsychological evaLuation, which they 
said showed I was “super gifted”, and 
started seeing a certain Buddhist 
psychologist, who was a friend for a while. 


At 12 or 13 I was also going through 
puberty, and for many months there was some 
sort of free cable TV demonstration at the 
apartment block where we were Living, and 
on a certain channel they had Playboy shows 
late at night, and I would sometimes watch 
them and wank for a long time in front of 
the telly, while everybody was probably 
asleep. 


Around that age I also liked watching The X 
Files, which mother thought was me being 
morbid. That was my favourite show but I 
also started liking some popular horror 
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movies a bit later, Like the Scream 
franchise. And I loved Romeo + Juliet, that 
was probably my favourite film at that age. 
But then at 14 that got replaced by The 
Matrix. I also remember being obsessed with 
Terminator 2 and I thought Trainspotting 
was cool. And I also loved Titanic. 


And I liked pop music, and later 
alternative rock. I liked Shakira, Laura 
Pausini, Spice Girls, Garbage, Placebo, and 
Radiohead. The only Brazilian band I really 
Liked was Pato Fu. 


I basically taught myself English, but I 
did go for two semesters to English classes 
that happened twice a week, where I had a 
chance to practise what I learned at home. 
I also knew basic Spanish and Italian, 
mostly from memorising lyrics. 


Oh, I went to music school for most of my 
youth, from about 7 to 16. I could read 
sheet music a Little well, I sang in the 
choir, and I played the bassoon for just a 
bit. 


Then at about 13 I also decided that I was 
gay, after watching a Brazilian soap opera 
for teens called Malhagao, when they had a 
story about a bullied gay teen that I 
identified with. After that, being gay 
consumed my thoughts and I learned about 
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Japanese gay comics, and I wanted to go to 
Japan. 


But things were going bad at home, mum did 
not accept my vegan lifestyle choice, and 
we had arguments cos I didn't like when she 
used the same spoons on the meat and on the 
rice. Eventually she stopped cooking for 
me, cos she said it was my choice. 


At some point me and mum were fighting so 
bad, for many reasons, that she kicked me 
out of her house. I never had a house, it 
was hers, she made that clear. We Lived 
sometimes in houses, but sometimes ina 
flat. When she kicked me out, we were 
living at a house but she already owned the 
flat, so she told me to live there with my 
brother, and at some point a cousin also 
moved in there. 


The details of all these moves are not 
clear in my head, I don't remember very 
many dates or my exact age. But I must have 
been around 17, cos I went to live at the 
flat with those two relatives around the 
time I started going to university for my 
Computer Science degree, which I never 
finished. 
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Chapter 3: Adulthood 


Then I left for the UK. I applied for my 
Spanish citizenship as soon as I knew that 
I could, and I went when I was 18. Just 
before that, I had been sick with some 
disease called “polyneuropathy”, which I 
was told by the same psychiatrist that saw 
me before, was caused by malnourishment and 
which mum did help me to recover from, by 
welcoming me into her house and even 
cooking for me, and besides regular B 
vitamin injections, that was the treatment. 


Apparently, I was malnourished because I 
had been living on a diet of instant 
noodles and peas, cos I was depressed and 
didn't wanna cook. But I recovered 
Significantly and quickly, and I had the 
support of my mother to go to the UK. 


I went with relatively little UK money, 
even though it was relatively lots of 
Brazil money of course. I had a duffel bag 
with a few clothes, a youth hostel 
association guide, and a Pato Fu CD as 
memento. 


I flew to Heathrow Airport in London, got 
on the Tube alright, called a hostel in 
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Earl's Court and booked a bed, all by 
myself, and had no problems whatsoever. 


I didn't do very much sightseeing, and I 
moved to a cheaper hostel in the area soon. 
Then I got a job in a warehouse, packing 
DVD’s and things like that. I got in 
trouble one day cos I had the Pato Fu CD in 
my bag and they thought it was stolen from 
the warehouse. But I managed to clear that 
up, and I stayed in the job a few more 
days, until I quit cos I got sick and tired 
of it. Too repetitive for me, I wasn't 
ready to accept a life like that. 


Then I ran out of money, and I was running 
out of options. I had accepted a job at 
McDonald's even though I was vegan, but the 
uniform was taking too long to arrive. I 
never did any work at McDonald's. I ended 
up homeless, but someone I had met at the 
hostel called me to live in a squat in 
Marble Arch, and I ended up accepting it, 
even though I was a bit worried about the 
laws. 


Anyway, long story short, I became a thief, 
then a prostitute. I did learn fluent 
Spanish at the squat though. But they also 
encouraged me to steal from restaurants and 
shops. Then I invited a friend from the 
hostel to come live with me at the squat, 
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and he seemed kind of reluctant at first, 
but then accepted it. 


I had my first gay sex experience at the 
squat with the apparent friend that I had 
invited. He basically came to me on my 
mattress one night, pulled down my pants 
and started sucking my cock. We became 
boyfriends after that, cos at the time I 
thought that's what I really wanted. I 
wanted sexual gratification, although this 
became quite a bit of an inconvenience, cos 
I would regularly wake up with my cock in 
his mouth, when I really wanted to sleep. 


I also tried to do Portuguese private 
lessons for some time to try and get some 
cash, and I did a few Lessons with a Greek 
girl who thought I had a Swedish accent. 
She disappeared though. 


I worked on my British accent really well, 
with the help of phonetic courses from the 
Internet, some of which were in fact 
Australian. No one has ever guessed my 
nationality correctly when I speak English, 
sometimes they think I'm French, or 
Australian, anything but Brazilian. 


I did get work later, and proper 


accommodation. There was a time when I went 
to live in Cardiff, and I did a lot of 
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cleaning work and pub work there. But 
nothing was ever satisfying or fulfilling. 


One day I learned that I was mentally 
deficient somehow, cos I can't visualise 
images in my head or hear music in my head 
that isn't playing outside. Some people can 
do stuff like that. So I learned about 
consciousness-altering substances, Like LSD 
and mushrooms. I took mushrooms but other 
than a faint moving image when I was tired 
and almost falling asleep, it didn't do 
much. I found the mushrooms by myself on 
the hill with a wild mushroom guide that I 
got from the Library. 


I made a friend when I was picking 
mushrooms, but that didn't go very far. She 
told me some stuff about shamanism though, 
and journeying with MDMA. I never wanted to 
take MDMA though, cos I read that the trip 
ended with a “crash”. So I did mushrooms a 
few more times, then I decided to stop, cos 
it wasn't doing anything really. 


Then I went and read about some other 
alternative stuff, and ended up learning 
about fasting. For some reason I liked the 
idea of doing a spiritual and physical 
cleanse through a “water fast”, which is 
really a water diet cos water is stilla 
nutrient, and I decided to try it. 


42 


So I did a 30 day water diet, and I was 
still working at the time as a cleaner, but 
that wasn't a problem. The problem was when 
I decided to eat, cos when I broke the 
fast, I had what seemed to be an allergic 
reaction to raw tomatoes and I had red 
spots all over my torso. I'm not saying I 
was red cos tomatoes are red, but I had 
eaten them. 


Then I almost died and called an ambulance, 
because of that reaction. I had a so-called 
near-death experience but it wasn't much, I 
was basically in between here and there for 
a little bit, but I didn't go unconscious 
at all. 


The fast was not a problem, it was breaking 
the fast that was a problem. They kept me 
in hospital for a few days for observation, 
but there was nothing to be done for me, so 
all they did was ask questions, basically, 
but they let me go on the condition that I 
go back later. I didn't go back, I ended up 
returning to London and leaving the best 
job I had had so far, which was in a pub, 
cos my ex-boyfriend had come to see me and 
I was avoiding him, and also they kept 
sending me mail from the hospital, asking 
me to go back but I didn't want to give 
them any explanations. 
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I had been inspired by Jesus when I did 
this water diet, which I thought was a 
fast, cos I had heard Jesus did a 40 day 
fast, and I thought that 30 days shouldn't 
be too difficult. It wasn't, but the last 
couple days I got quite weak, so I quit 
just at the right time. 


After I came back from hospital, my health 
was great, I had a completely flat belly 
and loads of energy. But I was thin, too 
thin now, and that started bothering me. 
Back in London I desperately wanted to gain 
weight, and to speed up the process I 
overate sometimes. One day, that ended 
badly, and that affects me to this day. I 
remember this almost as clearly as if it 
was last week. I ate some tinned fish with 
all its oil and a large baguette. The next 
day, it would not come out of my digestive 
system, some of it came out looking like 
sharp pieces of stone, and some of it 
stayed inside my body, my belly became 
swollen, and it remains Like that even 
today. Since then I have had bad digestive 
problems. 


I've been meaning to do another “water 
fast” since then, basically to fix my 
health problems, which now are many. But 
meanwhile, I have other things to do. And I 
can't fast right now cos I'm considered 
sick in the head and everything I do is 
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dangerous for other people, who think they 
know better. 


Fast forward to 2007, this is the end of 
the line for my legal sanity. I lived ina 
London squat in Tower Hamlets, the 
building's been demolished since then, with 
a drug dealer from Latin America. The 
dealer had given me some MDMA for free, 
which I decided to try after converting to 
the Australian actualist religion, and I 
started going off my trolley. 


I invited my ex-boyfriend to come back to 
me, to live in that squat while the dealer 
had gone away to the Netherlands to get 
some stuff, and me and him had quite a bit 
of sex. I fucked him for the first time, 
and repeated that quite a few times, but he 
never fucked me back, as at the time I 
considered myself a top or the “active” 
partner. 


Then another man moved in with us, Neils, 
who had a diagnosis of schizophrenia but 
also did drugs, he was friends with the 
dealer. We got on fine, but later I got 
more and more confused after the drugs, and 
he was telling me I needed olanzapine, at 
least that's what he took when he thought 
he needed it. He ended up dying of an opium 
experience in that flat, he choked as he 
was falling asleep. 
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I now know many people who went off their 
trolley after doing substances, Neils did 
mushrooms, but I know other people who have 
a break when they do pot or whatever. In 
total, I did marijuana about 10 times, LSD 
once, MDMA 4 times, and about 5 times I did 
magic mushrooms. 


One day I called my sibling who was also in 
London at the time, and I complained about 
my boyfriend like I was afraid of him, and 
the sibling said he would break all his 
fingers if he did something bad to me. He 
thought I was scared but I hadn't spoken to 
him for like a couple of years, he didn't 
know I had done drugs. 


So later my sibling saw me, and he knew I 
wasn't right in the mind, so he contacted 
our mother, who was in Brazil at the time, 
but she came to the UK quickly. We hadn't 
been talking either, cos the Last time we 
did, I had confronted her about my beatings 
as a child, and she had tried to deny them. 


But now I was thinking that I was the 
reincarnation of Jesus Christ, and that my 
mother wasn't really my mother, she was in 
fact a man called José, or Joseph, who had 
a sex change and stole me from my real 
mother, who was a maid who used to Look 
after us as small children. I tried to 
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speak to her, but of course she wouldn't 
agree with that version of events. 


So they decided to put me in an 
institution, and my sibling was the one who 
had to call the police cos she had no 
citizenship and didn't have that right, 
apparently. I did throw my mother's phone 
on the ground deliberately breaking it, but 
the police was told much more than that. 
The sibling said that I had smashed his 
flat completely, at least that's what they 
told me inside the institution. In the UK, 
there's a Law that says people can't be 
Locked up unless they're a danger to self 
or others, so people make up stories to get 
relatives locked up. 


A couple of years later, I'd be back in 
Brazil ruminating about this subject, cos 
in Brazil there wasn't even any law like 
the UK one. While still in the UK, this Law 
would be again used against me, as the 
sibling told the police that I had 
threatened to kill him, to put me in an 
institution a second time. And that's why I 
ended up leaving the UK. By now I had a 
history of violence in the UK, cos I 
smashed this individual's property and also 
threatened to murder him. The hospital 
staff had told me that because I was 
violent I needed to move to a halfway house 
suited for this sort of people, and I 
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didn't like the idea, so I asked relatives 
to ship me back to Brazil, where I thought 
at least I wouldn't be forced to take 
drugs. 


A brief mention about my life as a sex 
worker, as this writing isn't going all 
linear. That was just before the harder 
drugs, when I was living in a London 
hostel. I first placed an advert in Boyz 
magazine which said “The Prince For The 
Prince” but with no photo I didn't get many 
calls. I also went to a girl’s brothel once 
and asked for advice but she didn't think I 
was suitable and I paid her £5 for her 
time. 


I ended up getting work at a gay brothel 
around Earl's Court, ironically where it 
all started, where my UK life had started, 
that's where it was kind of ending, but I 
didn't know that at the time. I only had 3 
customers there, and I didn't let anyone 
fuck me, not that they tried to force me, I 
said upfront I didn't like that, I 
preferred touching and sucking. One of the 
customers got me to cum into his mouth, 
which I didn't even wanna do, but I thought 
that was part of the job. I learned later 
from the other men that we have to charge 
extra for that. 
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The men at the brothel were largely 
Brazilians, and the Brazilian manager 
seemed to have a cocaine problem. We only 
got paid half of the value that the 
customers paid, which was £80 so I got £40 
an hour. The brothel kept us behind a glass 
door, and when the customers came a Light 
would go on, they'd be informed about our 
preferences and backgrounds, and then make 
a choice of pornos, that's Greek for 
prostitute by the way. 


There was a Portuguese colleague there who 
seemed into me, but I didn't reciprocate, 
and there was a Slovakian colleague who was 
also into me, Marek, and we had a fling. I 
also had sex with a stranger once, I met 
him in the park and he took me to his 
house, an Indian man called Siddharth. In 
total I had sex with 6 different men in the 
UK, being 3 business transactions and 3 
personal affairs. That might not sound like 
a lot, but to God that is a big deal, in 
the Bible it says homosexuals are worthy of 
death. 


So I returned to Brazil in 2009, 
accompanied by a cousin who had been 
working illegally in the UK. I came to live 
with my grandparents in a small town, a 
village in the middle of Brazil, of about 
2500 people called Avelinopolis. 
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My grandfather died soon afterwards, but I 
stayed with my nan for another 11 years. 
She was alright, but she had diabetes and 
kidney problems, and she died in 2020 
presumably of Covid-19. I hated the idea of 
Living with mum cos she was a doctor 
worshipper and every time I said something 
that displeased her she asked if I had been 
taking my medication. 


But mum had already died before nan, I had 
never intended to live with her, neither to 
begin with nor afterwards. Mum died a 
strange death. It was 2019, I called her 
and she wouldn't pick up the phone, so I 
went to see if she was OK. She wasn't, she 
was dead. The neighbours were already 
suspicious, maybe there was a smeLl, which 
I didn't notice. 


Her body was close to the door, her face 
was a bit green. It had only been a few 
days since I had last spoken to her. I have 
no visual memory ability so there's things 
I don't recall. But I found many insulin 
vials at the flat Later, and she was no 
diabetic. I was also told there was a 
syringe there when they took her body away. 
The guy from the government who came to 
have a look at the situation was adamant 
that it had been a “self-extermination” 
case. 
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But I honestly don't know. I think it was 
either homicide or suicide, not a natural 
death. But the autopsy claimed it was 
“natural causes” although the death 
certificate also mentions “depression”. 
Some people didn't like her, and there were 
dodgy files on her computer. If anything, 
my mother was “paranoid” about privacy and 
if she had been planning to commit suicide 
it's unlikely she would have left files 
about suicide on her computer, but I found 
many, and I think they might have been 
planted there. She knew dirt from some 
relatives, they might have killed her and 
tried to make it look like suicide. 


Anyway, going back to my earliest time 
Living again in Brazil with nan. When I got 
back I didn't take “medicine” for about 6 
months or so, but then I had another break 
and they locked me up again. It's funny cos 
“it's just like insulin for diabetes” but I 
can go a long time without it. And if I'm 
taking the drugs they force me to take 
regularly, and still have a break, then 
it's because “the medicine has stopped 
working” and I need to change it. OK, 
whatever the gods of medicine say. This 
time they called mum and she took me to an 
institution in the big city, cos there are 
none in the village. 
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It was 2009, this is my third involuntary 
hospitalisation, and they didn't even speak 
to me. Mum was friends with the 
psychiatrist, he was her own psychiatrist, 
and for a month or so when I was there, he 
never saw me at all, he only saw mum who 
told him whatever she wanted, and he didn't 
care. Why would he, he's getting paid. They 
didn't tell me which drugs they were giving 
me when I asked either. Anyway, eventually 
I asked to speak to him, and one day he let 
me out of the clinic on the condition that 
I have regular follow-ups and always take 
the drugs. 


52 


Chapter 4: Middle Age 


Whichever way it goes at the clinic, 
there's only one potential outcome, when a 
patient is released and has been deemed to 
have been psychotic, they are supposed to 
take medication for the rest of their life. 
I did as I was told, cos I had no other 
option. 


In a psychiatric hospital, or a psychiatric 
clinic as it's often called here, we are 
tortured 24/7 and medically experimented 
on, and this is known as a “concentration 
camp” in some contexts, but here this is 
being called “help” and “treatment” while 
we are helpless undesirable prisoners. If 
we don't repeat after the psycho doctors 
that we are mentally ill and that we will 
take our medicine forever we cannot get out 
of there, fat chance. 


So once we are out of those places, for 
many of us it seems easier to just agree 
with them, or else we risk getting back 
there. It's medication, in or out, anyway. 


When I go out of my mind, I am not violent. 
I might be aggressive though. Usually we 
swallow a lot of hogwash, rubbish, and 
humiliation. When we have an episode or 
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break or crisis or whatever, we puke all of 
that out, and that's nasty. The insane are 
a bother, inconvenient, and ugly. No one 
wants to deal with that. Better lie to the 
police or the doctors, they won't verify 
anything anyway, their job is to help keep 
us quiet also. 


A psycho doctor like a psychiatrist or a 
psychoanalyst or a psychologist is only 
picking up the broken pieces which are 
sharp and can hurt others, but they can't 
put the glass back together so they grind 
it into a fine powder to make us harmless 
to others. We also become useless as we're 
not a glass anymore. But we can pretend to 
be happy, if that makes others even 
happier, at least that would make some use 
out of us. At least we're not a bother 
anymore, usually as Long as we are well 
medicated. 


As I told a friend by text message: “My 
former family is not interested in knowing 
if I am well, they are interested in 
knowing if I am well medicated, and they 
are not interested in knowing if I am 
poorly, they are interested in knowing if I 
am poorly medicated.” And I say former 
family cos I have disowned every single one 
of them. 
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The fourth hospitalisation was in 2022, two 
years after nan’s death, after I had 
started living by myself. Interestingly 
enough, I had not been hospitalised for the 
last ten years that I had been living with 
nan, but I was forcibly hospitalised also 
in 2023, the fifth and most recent time. So 
it was: twice in 2008, once in 2009, none 
from 2010 to 2021, then once in 2022, and 
once in 2023. Does anyone really think that 
for eleven years there was not a single 
break? Are they claiming they didn't see 
any? 


The thing is, I was being actively 
monitored and controlled while I was living 
with my then relatives. Now that I Live by 
myself, they have to make sure I don't step 
out of Line in case it bothers someone and 
it gets back to them as they are still 
considered relatives and could potentially 
be blamed for it, and they have told me 
personally that they don't want to be held 
responsible if something bad happens. 


It is much easier and more practical to get 
me locked up in cases of any strange or 
unusual behaviour. But the Brazilian law 
has now been updated, Brazil has its own 
version of the Convention on the Rights of 
Persons with Disabilities, signed into Law 
Since 2015, called “Estatuto da Pessoa com 
Deficiéncia”. According to this law 


55 


“Persons with disabilities will only be 
treated without their prior, free and 
informed consent in cases of risk of death 
and health emergencies, safeguarding their 
best interests and adopting applicable 
legal safeguards.” But of course that's 
only on paper, in practice no one obeys, 
and least of all the psychiatrists, who are 
eager to please families and make some 
money while at it. 


The law doesn't say “in case they are 
bothering others” it says “in cases of risk 
of death and health emergencies”, it 
doesn't say “in case their beard has grown” 
or “in case they are walking barefoot in 
public” or “in case they have complained to 
the shop owner that the price tags are 
missing and they have threatened to report 
the shop if they don't add them” or “if he 
tells a relative to her face that she is a 
liar cos she said she would visit but she 
never did” and so on. 


Of course there's more to it than being 
different and mercilessly telling the 
truth, there are also times when I might 
have thought and said things which are not 
true, but it's usually clear when that's 
the case. If I said that “so-and-so is a 
murderer” that might not be true, but if I 
said that “I saw so-and-so murder Tom, 
Dick, and Harry” that's very likely to be 
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true. Cos I don't hallucinate, but I've had 
delusions of all sorts. I'm using 
psychiatric terminology here to make a 
point. I know the words but I don't support 
psychiatry in the least. 


In psychiatric terms, I would be accurately 
classified as autistic, as I clearly fit 
the stereotype of the smart kid with social 
skills trouble. But that hasn't happened 
mainly because I don't cooperate with 
psychiatrists, I never explain anything, 
and I’m only seen by them when the matters 
are relatively serious. I also don't wanna 
support psychiatry in any way, and if I go 
ask for a “diagnosis” I would be doing just 
that. I've been told numerous times by 
different people that they thought I was 
autistic. But at the clinic, I'm mostly 
some sort of psychotic, and just need to be 
contained. 


I wish I could just be locked up without 
drugs if necessary, but even if I went to 
the regular prison they would medicate me 
anyway cos I have a psychiatric diagnosis. 
And people tell me I have a life worth 
living. This isn't a kind of life worth 
Living, but I no Longer want to kill 
myself, and I'm waiting for God to set 
things right, so that I can be freed from 
this situation of life imprisonment on 
drugs. 
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Last thing that happened was I reported the 
clinic for breaking the CRPD law, but so 
far that has only got me into trouble. The 
government leaked my private data, even 
though that's against the law as well, 
there's something called the LGPD or “Lei 
Geral de Protegao de Dados” which is the 
equivalent of the GDPR or General Data 
Protection Regulation, but just because a 
law exists doesn't necessarily mean it'll 
be obeyed, especially not by the 
government. If you type my full name on the 
Internet you might be able to find my crime 
report, which was made through a government 
website that guarantees the privacy of the 
reporter. What happened is they tagged it 
as anonymous, but still tagged me as a 
victim, and as I was both the complainant 
and the victim, I was fully exposed. 


So I've been trying to sort that out for 
now, the privacy violation by the 
government, and the forced hospitalisation 
by the clinic. I don't know what else to 
do, I can't let them lock me up, whenever I 
just make some noise, or whenever they feel 
like it. 


But anyway, here's what I used to like 
doing. I used to like watching anime, 
films, and sometimes series. I used to like 
listening to music, even singing, and 
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rarely, dancing. And I used to like wanking 
to gay porn. 


My favourite anime was Cardcaptor Sakura as 
a child, probably cos of the gay storyline. 
There were many films that I liked as an 
adult but they were usually about death and 
questioning reality, not usually about 
gays. My favourite series was The Good 
Place. 


The music was basically pop and rock, I 
loved Britney Spears #FreeBritney, and Lady 
Gaga, but later my favourite singer became 
Billie Eilish, I still know much of the 
lyrics. 


And my favourite porn studio was Bel Ami 
Online, which is mainly jocks and twinks, 
mostly clean-shaven. But I've stopped 
watching porn since 2023. 


I don't do Twitter, Instagram, Facebook, or 
YouTube, cos I don't tolerate the 
censorship Levels. 


I don't work, as after mum died I was able 
to get her pension money. I have a house, 
money, and a cat. Which is basically all I 
ever wanted, minus the drugs that I 
despise. 


59 


This is the end of Part 2, on my basic 
life. 
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Part 3 - My Basic Goals 


I want to serve God, primarily. I kinda 
wanna get married to a woman, but not sure 
though, cos babies are not very safe in the 
world right now, being vaccinated by force 
as soon as they are born then being 
brainwashed in school. 


We as potential parents who don't live in 
Babylon don't have many options. I like to 
call the United States of America by the 
name Babylon because of Revelation 18:23, 
cos it says that “for thy merchants were 
the great men of the earth; for by thy 
sorceries were all nations deceived.” and 
sorceries is pharmakeia in the Greek, which 
is basically the pharmaceutical industry 
according to me. 


But while most drugs originate in the USA 
these days, including other kinds of 
witchcraft Like Hollywood and the music 
industry, at least people there can get 
religious exemptions for vaccinations, and 
they’re allowed to homeschool their 
children. Not many places in the world are 
allowed such luxuries, which is ironic, 
with the USA being Babylon and all that. 
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I want to get off the drugs, completely, 
definitively, and permanently. I can't 
serve God while serving the pharmaceutical 
industry or being engaged with their 
witchcraft. 


Then I want to rescue others like me, who 
are in the same sort of pharmaceutical 
prison. That's what I want to do for 
myself, secondarily, it's the way that I 
wanna help others. I don't wanna become a 
psycho doctor, those are a dime a dozen and 
there's enough evil in the world as is. Not 
even a professional counsellor, cos even 
Christian counsellors are kissing up to 
psychiatry so imagine professional ones. 


Besides, psychology and its offshoots like 
psychiatry and psychoanalysis are 
essentially atheistic, were all invented by 
atheists, and leaving aside their corrupt 
history as most people do anyway, have 
never healed anyone's soul, but only healed 
the broken pockets of these psycho 
professionals. 


This is the end of Part 3, on my basic 
goals. 
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The End 


I wanna thank God and the angels and saints 
for their tips and emotional support. Shout 
out to Jesus, Mary, Bernadette of Los 
Angeles, Alexandrina of Balazar, John of 
the Cross, Teresa of Jesus, Bernadette of 
Lourdes, Thérése of Lisieux, Jeffrey of 
Milwaukee, and Anastasia of Sirmium. 


My contact email address for this book is: 
theporn@gmail.com 

Please note that because of the nature of 
the email ID I do get a lot of spam and 


some messages could get lost in the junk 
mail folder 
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